





he revolver is an effective instrument in the promotion of law and order. It is an 4 \_ 
invaluable factor in the conservation of life and property and creates a feeling of security 
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PROTECTION 


Your individual possessions—you've toiled for them 
individually. One of the greatest arguments in the 
world for the possession of the means of protecting 


OLLECTIVELY our interests are protected 
\ by the finest and bravest groups of men 
= in the world ...and with the last word 


in defensive equipment. 
(ont But individually ? 

For our collective protection great 
guns of the Coast Defense thunder 
mighty practice salvos to the rising 
and setting sun. Wherever trouble 
even hints its presence Devil Dogs 
take pride in landing first. Navy.. . 
Army... Militia. . . State Troopers 
. . . Police —fearless. unflinching, 
ever alert and ready. Collective pro- 
tection that could be surpassed 
only with great numbers. But indi- 


1. The revolver has a place in the hands of the 
law-abiding pubix 

2. A thug would rather attack an unarmed pe- 
destrian, motorist or householder than ar 
armed one. 

3. To prohibit the manufacture and sale of re- 
volvers in order to prevent crime would be 
equivalent to prohibiting the manufacture and 
sale of automobiles to put an end to automobile 
accidents. 

4. The use of a revolver or any form of con- 
cealed weapon in committing a crime should 
demand an increased sentence, with no possi- 
bility of probation or suspended sentence. 

5. A swift, sure punishment for crime is the 
only proper means for reducing crime. 

6. The 2nd Amendment to the Constitution of 
the United States means just what it says: ** The 
right of the people to keep and bear arms sha 

not be infringe ” 

That is why we are proud of the high tradi- 
tions of pubiic service that have been handed 
down from generation to generation in this 
Company. In times of national danger it has 
enabled us to do our part in protecting the 
Nation as a whole, and in times of peace it has 
enabled us to assist the individual in protect- 


them individually is the fact that 
possession alone is usually sufficient. 
Today's thieves and scoundrels are 
fiendishly clever and usually know, 
and avoid, the man who is known to 
be armed. 


With the 32 and 38 calibre Smith & 
Wesson Safety Revol- 

vers accidental dis- 

charge by adult or 

child is absolutely im- = 
possible. The S & W Safety is a de- 
pendable desk drawer ally to peace of 
mind. Why not consult your nearest re- 


vidually ? ing himseif liable dealer now instead of “waiting’’? 
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], some places Jupiter Pluvius makes the going pretty tough in March. 


Not so many years ago you faced the unfavorable elements with a prayer 


that our tires wou d remain faithful. Today, on Tires by Lee of 
Conk 


Lee together with some others in the industry are reducing your worries 


ohocken, you give them little thought. 


and eliminating your troubles by making better tires. 


Tire making is like making bread or cake; the same ingredients in the 
hands of efficient cooks often produce varying results. Here at Con- 
shohocken we ractice the art of making dependable tires; for forty-four 
years Lee workmen have been proficient rubber craftsmen. 


The master rubber craftsman of his time, i. Elwood Lee, taught them 


how. This was his greatest legacy. 


“ 
- 


Modern methods and equipment have served to enhance, not to dis lace, 
LEE Shoulderbilt the original “knowing how’. ~We intend that every tire with the 


Compared to other makes of heavy duty ball : 
_w y oons, ~ © " 
you will find the Shoulderbilt bigger, taller an Lee name on it shall be a credit to that name. 


tentimes heavier. They are over over-size. The 


greater service to you must be obvious. 
. @ Lee Tire & Rubber Company, Conshohocken, Pa. 


COST NO MORE TO BUY ~ MUCH LESS TO RUN 
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TO THOUSANDS 
AND THOUSANDS 
OF TOWERING SUCCESSES 
AND IT MAY CONTRIBUTE 


TO YOURS 
























































“Have you ever told your wife about me?” 


“Um—yes, and she doesn’t think you’re my type at all.” 


(Jn front of Company D.) 
“DRIVATE WHOOZATTE!” 
“What is it, lieutenant?” 

“Address me properly !”’ 

“Yes, sir.” 

“This is the second night this 
month vou’ve been late for drill!” 

“Yes, sir.” 

“Stand up straight! Don’t you 
know enough to stand still and look 
an officer in the eye when you're 
spoken to?” 

“Yes, 

“You don’t want to be court-mar- 
tialed, do you?” 

“What?” 

“No, sir!” 

“Then be here on time next Tues- 
day night. And one more thing, 
Privat Whoozatte—you'd _ better 
brush up your idea of discipline. 
Understand ?” 

“Yes, sir.” 

“See that you do. 


sir.” 


Another break 


A National Guard Idyl 


like this on your part and you and 

I are going to tangle, get me?” 
“Yes, sir.” 
“That’s all. 

erly and go back to your squad!” 


Now salute me prop- 





Toust; 








lift, sir, if you’re going my way. 


(After the drill.) 


“Hey, you! C’mere a minute! I 
got something to say to you!” 

“Lissen, Joe, ol’ man: I hated to 
have to bawl you out to-night, 
but you know we got to have discip- 
line. Don’t get the idea that—” 

“Don’t gimme none of that ol’ 
hooey, buddy! I wanna tell you 
something right now: you're the 
lousiest looie in this outfit! Now 
lookie here, George: if you ever make 
another peep at me in fronta the 
company I’m goin’ to smack you so 
hard you won't be able to walk for 
a year! And also, funny-face, I 
ain’t even gonna show up next Tues- 
day night, see?” 

“Aw, that’s all right, Joe. 
and I understand each other.” 

“Y’darned right we do! That's 
all I gotta say. Now get outa the 
way an’ quit yappin’. I gotta heavy 
date an’ I’m late already!” 

Chet Johnson. 


You 





A Day with a Bathing Gir 
Ss A. M.—Gets up. Powders noge. “Ty 
Puts on lipstick. Puts on sup. L 
burn remedy. Puts on bathing suit, 
9 a. M.—Walks down to the beach 
buying a hot dog for breakfast os 
the way. Lies down on sand. 

10. a. M.—Sits up in sand. Poy. 
ders nose. Puts on lipstick. Says, 
“Gosh, the sun’s hot!” : 

11 a. M.—Lies on stomach in sand. 
Reads a book entitled, “Love Secrets 
of a French Vamp.” 

12 m.—Buys hot dog for dinner. 
Says, “Gosh, the sun’s hot!” 

1 p. mM.—Lies on back in sand. 
Reads “Love Secrets of a French tect 
Vamp.” tho 

2 p. M.—Powders nose. Puts on “Th 
rouge. Gets up and goes down to Don 
water, sticks one foot in and imme- this 
diately comes back again. 

3-4 p. mM.—Lies on side in sand, 
Reads “Love Secrets of a French 
Vamp.” Says, “Gosh, the sun's hot!” 

5 p. M.—Goes home, buying hot 
dog for supper on the way. Takes 
off bathing suit. Powders nose. Puts 
on rouge. Puts on lipstick. Puts on 
sunburn remedy. 


Vincent Clark Odell. 
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WISE man is one who goes slow 
about making another prediction 
after his first one has come true. 


Bystanper: Ah, I suppose that lordly tree will make 
many happy homes? 
WoopsMAN: Nope. Toothpicks. 


Some Interesting Facial Expressions for Youthful Rembrandts 
to Shoot At 


XPRESSION of portly business Expression of golfer who has just 
man trying to enter large public made a hole in one trying to achieve 
dining-room and not keep step with modest look of Lindbergh. 
very limber blues of orchestra. Expression of lady who has just 
Expression of lady in church pew been told by her husband, “What of 
which has been supported for three it?” upon reporting that Junior has 
generations of her family when just said “Damn” for the first time. 
stranger is ushered into it by Expression of person with faulty 
thoughtless deacon. ear for music who has stood up in 
Expression of gentleman over an audience, mistaking “My Country, 
forty-five who has just been in- ‘Tis of Thee” for “The Star- 
cluded in a classification as “I tell Spangled Banner.” 
you, when fellows have reached the Harry Irving Shumway. 


age of you and me—” 
Expression of driver who has It Often Happens Tue Pouice Are FuNNy Tat Way 
stopped suddenly, only to hear traffic “ HAT on earth drove Simpson “Why didn’t you try to keep out of jail?” 


cop’s “Go ahead; I don’t mean you. to try the simple life? “I did, ma’am. And I got two months 
I’m after the fellow behind you.” “Oh, some sort of a complex.” extra for resisting an officer.” 








Watching the Parade 
“TOOK! There goes the float of 

the International Potato Chip 
Corporation.” . .. “Quit shovin’, will- 
ya?’... 1 think the Girl Scout band 
js simply thrilling.”...“No. That 
ain't Governor Snorf. That’s Sen- 
ator Zipser.”...“Mister, do you 
mind if my little boy stands on your 
shoulders?”...“Somebody stole my 
watch!”...‘“There’s Minnie! See 
her riding on the back of the float? 
She’s supposed to be Civic Purity.” 
_..“Ssssh-h-h, Junior! You'll have 
to wait until we get home.”...“I 
think the Spinach Hill District Pro- 
tective Association look wonderful in 
those old Roman costumes.”’... 
“Them ain't Roman. Them’s Greek. 
Doncha know nothin’?’’.. .“‘Junior, 
this is positively the last time I'll 
ever take you anywhere.”...It’s 


raining.” R. L. 








The Return of the Native 
| STOLE upon him unawares 
And took his boomerang away 


And, glaring in his face, I blares: ; nf, ' 
“M-mother said eat up all your ice cream, or—or you couldn’t have any spinach. 


“Well, now what have you got to 
say?” 
And—after he had grinned at me— ‘“‘They Take Advantage of It’’ 
“I have no comeback, sir,” said he. 


Stan Hipp. 


OM: Let me tell you, old man, it kins,” not “How’s the pencil, kid? 
doesn’t pay to be friendly with I’ve got a little company blah to get 
the stenographers in this office. off my chest.” 
They take advantage of it. Harry: Positively. And while 
Harry: Maybe you think I don’t’ we're at it we might start that new 
know it. Miss Sloofus was a darn girl, Miss Featherhead, off right. 
good worker until I took her Tom: The little blonde? 
out to lunch. Now she seems Harry: Yeah, the little blonde. 
to think she’s a privileged Some looker, isn’t she? 
character. Tom: Not bad, not bad. But she’ll 
Tom: And ever since I soon learn that this is a business 
took Miss Tiffkins to the office and not a place to carry on 
company’s party I’ve had a_ idle conversation. 
devil of a time trying to get Harry: We really shouldn’t be 
any work out of her. too harsh on the kid, though. She 
Harry: The best way to looks like a pretty nice sort. 
treat ‘em is in a cool, imper- Tom: I feel the same way about 
sonal manner. Then they it. She doesn’t look as though she'd 
have some respect for you. take advantage of her superiors. 
Tom: You're right. You Harry: No, but just the same, 
can’t let the bars down a_ we'll have to be 
minute. They spar for an Tom: Sure, we'll have to be strict. 
opening and when they get [ wonder what her phone number is. 
one they land a stiff punch Harry: Gledhill one four three— 
° in the work basket. er—er—say, how in the devil should 
Si Kaeson- Harry: Them’s the words I know what her phone number is? 
that express it. From now James L. Dilley. 
“Mama and Papa think we ought to wait at least a on, it'll be “Good morning, 
month before getting married.” Miss Sloofus,” not “Hello, : ; 
“Aw, I hate these long engagements.” Red; any sleep last night?” UGGESTION: The United States 
“So do I—but we have to give them enough time Tom: Yes, and “Take this might well have given up Nica- 
to find a larger apartment.” letter, please, Miss Tiff- ragua for Lent. 




















Sue: I hear you’re very, very old-fashioned in your tastes, Mr. Smith—and so I’m 
afraid you have absolutely no use for us flappers. 


Time to Plant Your Garden 


VERY man should have a hobby. 

If he can’t afford golf, or cricket, 
or steeplechasing, he can always 
keep a garden. And a man who 
keeps a garden is a man you can 
trust; you can trust him with prac- 
tically anything but your lawn- 
mower. 

A little garden should be started 
in March, when Mother Earth’s rich 
bosom begins to feel the soft touch 
of the spring sunshine. Get out 
your rake and hoe and dig deep in 
that fertile soil; sprinkle the seeds 
which you ordered from the cata- 
logue; take a long chance and set up 
little markers: “Convolvulus,” “Nas- 
turtium,” “Coreopsis Mastoiditis.” 

In April, the first green shoots will 
begin to appear—generally in the 
most unexpected places. Thirstily 
the little buds drink up the drops 
you shower upon them; slowly their 
tender stalks push up, grow strong, 
and blossom; and to-morrow a heavy 
rainstorm will wash most of them 
into the next yard. 

But what are incidental disap- 
pointments, when you finally have 
that proud elation of beholding the 
first young plant ripen to maturity? 
You bend down and caress its leafy 
shoots; it is soft to the touch; it is 
altogether beautiful. It is a weed. 

“A weed!” you cry. “Our first 
weed!” It all hardly seems possible, 


but there the evidence stands. And 
as the months go by, you will have 
other weeds to gladden your heart: 
scores of weeds, hundreds of them, 
thousands of them. And one measly 
little snip of a geranium. 

Or perhaps you have planted a 
truck garden, not a flower one. Per- 
haps you have. Who knows? 


Norman R. Jaffray. 


eee 

ee 4 

a 
{23x15 


wer 


¥ ’ 


The Automat 


H, how I love the Automat, 
The place where all the foog 
is at! 
I like to watch the milk run out 
And join the coffee at the spout. 


I put a nickel in the slot 

And watch to see what I have got. 
The little door then opens wide 
And gives me what has been inside. 


There’s cakes and sandwiches galore 

And pies and cooked things by the 
score. 

Oh, yes! I love the Automat, 

The place where all the food is at, 


Elizabeth M. Koehnline. 


A Tight Fix 
TATION ANNOUNCER: We're 
sunk! 
Evectrician: What’s the trouble? 
Station ANNOUNCER: The “Phan- 
tom Soprano” is wedged in the door 
to the broadcasting room! 


“THEY were amazed when I spoke 
to Mayor Thompson in the 
King’s English.” 





“I hear there’s a big increase in unemployment this year.” 


“Yes—it’s a rotten shame. There won't be any distinction any more in being idle” 
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A Minority Stockholder 
Submits HisAnnual Report 

To the President of the Disraeli 
Kneepants Company. 

EAR Sir: 

I've enjoyed your snappy little 
annual reports no end, and as light 
reading they have afforded me 
many happy moments, but this year 
I feel moved to submit my report to 
you. Your stockholder has had a 
very poor year despite constantly 
increasing overhead, and, contrary to 
your rosecate predictions, views the 
future with alarm. 

Our fiscal year ending April Ist 
opened with a very favorable out- 
jook but the birth of Junior cost your 
stockholder a pretty penny and he 
was forced to utilize some of the cash 
he had in banks for reserve pur- 
poses. Early in February, stock- 
holder’s wife insisted on a new 
fur coat. Strenuous efforts were 
made by subscriber to postpone, but 
to no avail. New construction dur- 
ing the year totalled six hundred 
dollars, being cost of repairing 
garage fence around premises, stucco 
on south wall and new banister on 
in hall, former one having 
been demolished on New Year’s Eve 
during « quiet little party. 

Income during the year did not in- 
crease in proportion to expenditures. 


stairway 



































Moter: What’s that hole in your new suit? 
Son: I was keeping my pet moth in there and 
he got away. 





Stockholder’s salary remained the 
same, though poker winnings totalled 
$134.98. Against this we must 
charge loss on two hundred shares of 
Amalgamated Federated Pool Cue 
Company common stock which was 
purchased at 1233 and sold at 
67%. For this tip your stock- 
holder has you to thank and if 
you were only here in person 
he would enthusiastically dem- 
onstrate his appreciation. 

In conclusion, the under- 
signed desires to state that he 
owns seven hundred shares of 
common stock in the Disraeli 
Kneepants Company. He has 
held these shares since 1911. 
Not only have they yielded him 
no dividends during that time 
but safe-deposit charges to date 
have cost him $340. Value of 
these shares to-day is about 
$45.67 and your stockholder 
will trade them for a bicycle, 
six-tube radio set, stomach 
pump or what have you? 

The past year has given 
some inkling of what we may 
expect in the future. With a 
deep sense of what his step 
means, with a profound feeling 





of loyalty to his community and 
family, your stockholder hereby an- 
nounces that he is about to board a 
sailing vessel for Pago Pago with the 
intention of entirely forgetting to re- 
turn. 
Respectfully submitted, 
Arthur L. Lippmann. 














Auice: What’s the name of that new 
kiss-proof rouge you're using? 
Mase: It’s right on my lips but I can’t 
remember it. 
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First CuHorus Girt: Harry Goldbags gave me fifty thousand dollars to-day. 
Seconp Cuorus Gir_: Cash or check? 


“Neither. 


It was a kind of a promissory note beginning, ‘Precious ’ittle cutums.’ 


What to Expect If We Have Companionate Marriage 


“ VIVIAN, I just don’t know what 

to do. You know, I promised 
Arthur I’d marry him next week for 
three years, and now Ted says I 
promised him I’d marry him in two 
years; and if I marry Arthur for 
three years, how can I marry Ted 
in two years? Besides, I don’t think 
I told Ted I'd marry him in two 
years. I think I told him I’d marry 
him in four years, because I’m almost 
positive I told Jack I’d marry him in 
two years. And, Vivian, Ted’s just 
so mad at me because I won't marry 
him in two years. He says he had 
his program all filled out for the 
next twenty years, and I’ve gone and 
spoiled it for him. Now the poor 
boy’s all in a fret because he says 
he doesn’t know any other girls that 
aren't already signed up for two 
years from now; and then I asked 
him when he was going to marry 


you, Vivian, and he said in ten 
years; and so I thought I’d come 
over and ask you if you just wouldn't 
trade dates and marry Ted in two 
years instead of ten because then I 
could marry him after all, since I’ve 
got an open date ten years from now, 
and, Vivian, won’t you please trade 
dates, Ted’s a dear, and 
really, I'd hate to miss marrying 
him.” 


because 


Vincent Clark Odell. 


On Easy Street 
LECTRIC REFRIGERATOR 
SALESMAN: I'm sorry, old 

chap. Times must be pretty hard 
for you since I knocked you out of 
a job. 

Tue Otp Iceman: Don't apolo- 
gize, old thing. You ought to see my 
royalty checks from my book of 
memoirs. 


If People Translated Other 
Languages as They Do Chinese 
For a Lace Fan 
CELEBRATED philosopher 
Of the first century 
Christ , 
Once wisely said: 
“All Gaul 
Is divided into three 
Parts.” 


before 


Humming Birds’ Wings 
The Germans have a legend 
Which can be stated 
In several ways. 
Perhaps the simplest is this: 
“It is forbidden to pick flowers 
In the Kénigs-Platz Gardens.” 


To Be Written on Ivory 
Garcon, 
When I get back to the good old 
States 
I am going to make a bee line 
For the nearest cafeteria, 
And order 
Ham and eggs, 
lotus buds, 
And a good thick sirloin steak. 
N. R. J. 


pink-tipped like 


Next Shop 
RS. SNOB: I’ve brouglit in my 
ermine coat to be cleaned. 
TrutHrut CLeaNer: I’m sorry, 
madam, but you'll have to take that 
to a hare dresser. 


HEN better cigarettes are 
made, they will still be “or 
dinary” in rival advertisements. 


“Were you embarrassed when you caught 
on fire in that night club?” 
“Oh, no, they soon put me out.” 
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“Mother, why do they build such a beautiful cathedral in a hick town like this?” 


February My breakfast grapefruit 
tasting queer, yet pleas- 

28th antly familiar, I did 
make enquiries, to learn that Sam 
had told Katie to follow the Cali- 
fornia custom of substituting a 
tablespoonful of gin for the wonted 
sherry, nor was it a bad exchange, 
neither, for from it I did gain cour- 
age to go straight down to Dr. 
Schwartz to have my feet fixed 
without waiting for them to pain me, 


Ns Pops Diary 


as is my usual habit. But I did 
chirp and squawk as badly as ever 
when he set about the business, until 
I was embarrassed at being such a 
zany, and did ask him if he had any 
other patients with so little control 
as I, whereupon he comforted me by 
mentioning one woman who does say 
her prayers all the time he is at 
work, albeit she does admit that he 
has never hurt her. Then hastily 
back home, where three contract 





“Jack, en suite to have something done about that windshield. I can hardly 
see myself in it.” 


zealots were come for luncheon, at 
which we ate mushroom bisque, eggs 
Aurore, spinach, cold ham and salad, 
all tasting exceedingly good, me- 
thought. And Effie Goings did tell 
us how her husband, off to make a 
speech at University, had 
lamented that he would have but the 
time spent en route in which to pre- 
pare his remarks, and how she did 
remind him that Abraham Lincoln 
had once written a speech on a train 
which turned out to be adequate, 
whereupon he did thank her heartily 
for having given him so splendid a 
start on Then to cards, 
and Lord! such a game, what with 
bells a-ringing, artisans working at 
the electric until we did 
finally take to candles, and the door- 
men announcing the motors of per- 
fect strangers, so that when some 
peace was finally secured after four 
o'clock, I did tell those below that 
they were to ring the house tele- 
phone again on no occasion soever, 
even should the Archbishop of Can- 
terbury call and ask for me. Lost 
eight dollars in the hubbub, too, 
which did please me no whit. Read- 
ing all (Please turn to page 26) 


some 


his own. 


system 























The Gay Nineties 


The old water trough in the town square—erected primarily for humane purposes, its 
usefulness was quite often diverted into other channels. 


E: Gosh, I’m afraid I got pretty 
well skiffered last night. Did 
I look tight? 

Sue: Why, you were perfectly all 
right as far as I could see. I think 
everybody was awfully plushed, 
though, don’t you? 

He: Yeah, I guess that’s about the 
size of it, but, gosh, I wish I knew 
whether I looked tight. 

Sue: Why, I think you looked just 
the same as usual. 

He: Well, I felt swell. I mean I 
wasn’t anywhere near passing out, 


“Did I Look Tight?”’’ 


but don’t you know how it is—you’re 

never quite sure how you look? 
Sue: Oh, don’t be ridic’lous—you 

didn’t look the least bit tight to me. 
He: Did I say anything peculiar? 


Sue: Why, no—of course not. 
What makes you think you did? 

He: Well, nothing. I mean I re- 
member everything perfectly, only 
don’t you know you always sort of 
have those lapses, when you might 
say almost anything? 

Sue: Yes, I s’pose that’s so. But 
you talked perfectly normally to me. 


He: That’s good. I was afraid I 
might have said something silly the 
way you do sometimes....I didn't 
do anything out of the way, did I? 

Sue: Don’t be absurd—you were 
perfectly all right! 

He: Well, I just thought I might 
have sprung something idiotic the 
way you do sometimes, don’t you 
know? 

Sue: Why, how ridiculous! [ tell 
you you were perfectly all right! 

He: Well, anyway, I hope I didn’t 
look tight! Lloyd Mayer. 











What Every Reporter 
Knows 

HAT he is in the newspaper game 

only temporarily, since some of 
his “creative work” is certain to find 
a market soon. 

That human beings are divided 
into two classes: those who want to 

t stories into the paper, and those 
who want to keep them out. 

That the “romance” of his life 
passed out with the corner saloon. 

That if space were assigned on 
merit, the average political speech 
would rate: “Congressman Smith 
also spoke.” 

That there is no real necessity for 
changing the editorials daily. 

That a cub often develops into a 
good reporter despite a three-years’ 
course in a School of Journalism. 

That an interview with the average 
celebrity will raise a legitimate doubt 
as to how he got that way. 

And that if his next play doesn’t 
sell, he’s going out after some real 
dough as a copy-writer or Public 
Relations Counselor. L. C. B. 


Clothes Make the Hamlet 

HE: Dear, they’re giving “Ham- 
\* let” over the radio to-night. 

He: | don’t care for Shakespeare. 

Sue: But think, dear—they’re giv- 
ing it in modern clothes. 


TackLinc Low 


THe GANGSTER ON THE Lert (admiringly): Look at Joe nail that bird! 


I guess a 


college education is some use after all. 


Thoughts of Lady Godiva as She Rode 


“ ELL, it won’t be long now. 
Seems funny riding along like 
this—but it would seem funnier if 
the streets weren’t empty. 
“Wonder if there are any artists 
in this town. No reason why they 
should stay hidden. It’s a great 











The hostess who, having always had a hard time locating the buzzer, finally sent to 
Charlie Chaplin for an old shoe. 


chance for them. Wish I'd exempted 
them from the order to stay in the 
dark. It seems such a waste, some- 
how—out here like this, and no pic- 
tures or anything. 

“Well, anyway, riding like this 
keeps you out in the open. Guess it’s 
the first mile that’s the hardest. 

“Tt isn’t the heat; it’s the humid- 
ity. 

“I’m certainly getting an awful 
load of ultra-violet rays. Of course, 
it would be my luck to pick out a 
sunny day and we've had a thick fog 
every day for weeks. Well, it won't 
be long now. 

“This emptiness is getting on my 
nerves. Of course every was 
ordered to stay in the cellar, but it’s 
funny they’re so darned obedient. I 
never saw ‘em behave before. 

“Well, here’s home. Almost there 
—and I’m getting good and mad. 
Believe me, somebody's going to get 
a piece of my mind. And me a real 
blonde, too! 

“Whoa, Black Beauty! Home, 
Sweet Home! A pretty poor house 
and I thought it would be a sell-out. 
Oh, well, we got the taxes annulled 
anyway !” 

Harry Irving Shumway. 


man 


TALY is the only country in the 
world in which each department 
of government is equally represented. 
































And They Call It ‘“The Silent Drama’’! 


The Broker Speaks Professionally 


“ATO, I don’t think there’s the 

slightest cause for uneasiness 
on things right now, old man. I’m 
sitting pretty close to the old tape, 
and I’d catch the first tremors of any 
serious break. What’s on your 
mind, any particular stock? 

“Oh, that one...well, I’d_ say, 
‘Hold it, by all means.’ I hear ru- 
mors that a big pool is being assem- 
bled to give it a boost, and—oh, you 
do, eh? Hmm, I see. Well, here’s how 
I feel about the thing: of course the 
final decision is up to you, and if you 
think this is the time to let go, I'd 
say, ‘Let go, and the sooner the bet- 
ter.’ To be frank, I’m just a little 
bit anxious about the way this market 
looks right now. Eh? Well, I don’t 
think we'd go far wrong to sell to- 
day, at that. It’s the boys who hang 
on too long that get their fingers 
burnt, every time...all right, I'll 
make a note of that...sold at 155. 

“That Texas Can? Well; how do 
you feel about it, yourself? Ummm 
...I get you. I’ve studied that dog- 
gone stock over a period of two years 


now, and I’m inclined to think you’ve 
sized it up about as near as any one 
could. It might—and then again, it 
mightn’t! It’s a toss-up, and I’d say 
hold it, if that’s the way you feel, old 
man. 
“Suggestion? You bet I have! 
I’d advise you—if it was my last 
statement on earth—to step out and 
buy a flock of Illinois Smelters, Pfd. 
That stock is going to reach two hun- 








“What are you breaking that ice for?” 
“To have cocktails.” 

“And what are you having cocktails for?” 
“To break the ice.” 


dred so fast it’ll make your head 
spin, my boy. Take it from me—I 
know. What?...Well, I don’t know, 
exactly, of course. If I did, I'd have 
an electric icebox and a right-hand- 
drive car, now, wouldn't I? Ha-ha- 
ha—you said it, old man! But seri- 
ously, if you think Green River Com- 
mon is better—and it’s a whaling 
good buy, any day in the week—I‘d 
say, ‘Let’s go to it!’ It’s a gamble, 
this whole game, you know. 

“You're looking for advice on the 
general tone of the market, are you? 
Well, sir, I'll give it to you, straight. 
You needn’t pass this around, but I 
—don’t—like—it. It’s spotty, as 
you mentioned a few minutes ago. 
I’m sort of on the fence, to speak 
frankly. I’m afraid that some one’s 
getting’ ready-to pull the plug— 
that’s about the size of it, see? And 
I'd say, “Lay off until the shakedown 
comes,’ if you’d ask me. I don’t like 
the looks of things, at all. But all I 
can do, of course, is to advise you, 
old man.” 

Stanley Jones. 











The Disillusioned Sprite 
CERTAIN youthful good fairy, 
anxious to perform some com- 

mendable deeds, once materialized in 

a room where there were three men 

—a banker, a broker and a_ poet. 

Now, it must be remembered that 

this was a very young, ingenuous and 

inexperienced fairy, who had never 
before visited the haunts of men. 

“What do you wish for?’ she 
asked the banker, touching him with 
her magic wand, 

“I desire,” said the banker, plac- 
ing the tips of his bejeweled fingers 
together across his ample waistline, 
“I desire the song of the lark and 
the freshness of the dew. I desire 
to love and aid my fellow men.” 

The fairy smiled sweetly. ‘“‘And 
you, sir?” she asked of the broker. 

“I,” said the well-tailored broker, 
gazing reflectively out of the window 
at his gleaming limousine, “I want 


Well, I s'pose we should be sayin’ somethin’ 


comical on tha way down, Bill.” 
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IN THese Mustn’t-WasH-Your-Face Days 


“Oh, dear, that makes three drops on my face. 


to hear the laughter of happy chil- 
dren and capture the blitheness of 
the sunshine. I want to splash in 
moonbeams and drink in the beauty 
of a starry night.” 

The gentle little sprite was 
thrilled. Other elves had told 
her of humanity’s selfishness, 
but this was all so different. 
Finally she approached the 
poet. “Dealer in fantasies, 
what wouldst thou?” she asked, 
smiling beatifically. 

The starving poet turned up 
the collar of his threadbare 
jacket and blew on his hands. 
“I'd like a tremendous platter 
of ham and eggs,” he said, 
“and a cup of coffee and a pair 
of new shoes, size 8E. I also 
could use a dozen shirts, twelve 
dollars to pay my room rent 
and a pair of gloves. And, 
while you're about it, a 
meal ticket for Joe’s Lunch 
would come in mighty handy.” 

That, children, was many 
years ago. And since then no 
good fairy has ever visited the 


earth. ALL. 


Confidences 
WENDOLYN: My boy 
friend always says the 
right thing at the right time. 
ErMYNTRUDE: My boy friend 
is awfully tedious, too. 


It's getting positively water-logged.” 


Inside Information 

EWSPAPER ownership involves 

constant worry and annoyance 
which affect the strongest nerves. 
A big newspaper owner has never a 
minute he can rightly call his own. 
On this subject I am well qualified to 
speak, as I am one of the largest 
newspaper owners in the United 
States. And the wife has just served 
notice on me that this is the last time 
she intends to tell me to get out on 
the back porch and tie them up in 
bundles so the old rag man can pick 
them up. 





UNLUCKY 
LittLe PercH: Ooh, Mama, look at that 
nice juicy worm! 
MortHer .PercH: Not a nibble, child! 
To-day is Friday. 
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“While there is Life there’s Hope” 


HE papers, 
the World 
especially, have 
printed more or 
less copious ex- 








tracts from 
“The Memoirs of Mary Baker Ed- 
dy,” by Adam Dickey, her secretary 
during the last two years she lived. 
Dickey left the book unfinished ; his 
widow completed and published it, 
but all copies of it were called in at 
the desire of the management of the 
Christian Science Church in Boston. 
Two copies, however, deposited un- 
der the copyright law in the Con- 
gressional Library, are still accessible 
and it is from these that extracts 
have been published. They are in- 
teresting because she was interest- 
ing; a very important figure in her 
generation. They represent Mrs. 
Eddy in her last years as organizing 
and maintaining a defense of herself 
against malicious mental attacks. It 
did not accord with her plans and 
expectations that she should die, but 
she felt that she might die from 
these malicious mental attacks. When 
she did die she believed that they 
were what had killed her. 

Possibly she was mistaken about 
that and died like other people be- 
cause she had got through. Dickey 
tells of her raising Calvin Frye to 
life again after he had died of a 
heart attack. That is not incredible. 
Doctors do such things now and 
then. Mrs. Eddy used different 
means from what they would use; 
she reanimated Frye by the spoken 
word, but even that is a material 
agent. She knew a great deal about 
the power of thought and the use of 
speech to concentrate thought. She 

yas a pioneer about all that. 


ARIOUS factions have split off 
from the main stem of Christian 
Science. Some of them fetched 
loose before Mrs. Eddy’s death; 
more of them since that event. By 


the latter a complaint is made that 
the Mother Church in Boston is not 
being run right; that the power over 
its organization lodged in its trustees 
has not been exercised in accordance 
with Mrs. Eddy’s purpose. They 
say, some of them do, that it was the 
intention of Mrs. Eddy that the 
Church she started should always 
have a head. Probably she would 
have been more definite about it if 
she herself had expected to die. But 
as it is, various claimants have of- 
fered themselves as candidates to 
succeed her as head of the Christian 
Science Church and insist that it can 
never be run by a board of trustees. 

Mrs. Eddy’s fear of malicious men- 
tal attacks is just another evidence of 
her confident belief in the suscepti- 
bility of the body to mental impres- 
sions from outside of it. She had 
a great message and she put it over. 
That such a person as she was should 
have done the job she did—should 
have been selected maybe to do that 
job—has always been a matter of 
astonishment to many people, but if 
she was chosen she justified the 
choice, for the movement of which 
she was the head, in spite of all its 
faults and defects, has had a _ pro- 
found influence on contemporary 
thought and medical practice. It 
seems plain enough that she made a 
lot of mistakes, that some theories 
she put out were not true, as when 
she denied the existence of matter, 
but anyhow she got up a working 
hypothesis by which a lot of people 
have lived and disease has been 
handled and often cured. 

It seems evident to some outsiders 
who concern themselves with these 
more or less occult matters that 
there is a means of cure, a source of 
vitalization, that is open to anybody 
who can grasp it. It seems evident, 
too, that this means is being used 
increasingly throughout the Western 
world and by all sorts of organiza- 
tions, with interesting results. Cred- 


ible records of the results of this Use 
can be got at and consulted. Those 
made at Lourdes are said to be done 
with special care and are often 
quoted. Each organization by which 
cures are made is apt to think that 
the details of its own method are al]. 
important. What is more likely jg 
that they all tap the same power and 
that the way they do it is not 
important as they think. 

The Churches are very like that; 
they are prone to think each one of 
them is the only organization that 
really has the Absolute by the wool, 
The great cure for Church dissension 
lies in the direction of more knoywl- 
edge. When they get enough know|- 
edge they will perhaps be able to 
agree as to matters that are im- 
portant and to realize the relative 
unimportance of some concerns as to 
which they are in conflict. 








‘THE practical question remains— 

Must the Christian Science organ- 
ization have a single head,—must 
every Church organization have a 
single head? Is that a requisite pre- 
liminary to getting enough spiritual 
light and leading out of the invisible 
world to keep a great religious or- 
ganization on its proper rails? The 
Protestant Churches in the main 
think it is not. The Roman Catholic 
Church presumably thinks it is. The 
same question runs into current pol- 
itics a great deal. Mussolini and all 
the dictators are for individual heads. 
Most of the politically Anglo-Saxon 
countries are for avoidance of auto- 
crats. It is a large field for dis- 
cussion. All the same, in our own 
politics one may notice that the re- 
ligious issue has faded. People do 
not so much discuss just now what 
kind of Catholic Al Smith is as they 
do what sort of rum regulation he 
would approve. 


OOOO QTTFE 

PEAKING of B. Franklin, a re 

viewer in the Evening Post of the 
letters of George Third remarks that 
“the King himself evidently feared 
the old Quaker’s finesse.” 

“The old Quaker!” One cat 
imagine our Benjamin saying as his 
famous namesake must have said: 
“How ever did that cup get into my 
sack ?” E. S. Martin. 
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IN the foyer of the magnificent De- 
partment of the Interior building in 
Washington, there hangs the portrait 
of a robust and white-mustachioed 
gentleman done in oils. Underneath 
it is the legend: “Albert B. Fall, 
Secretary of the In- 


This happy event 
brought about the 
entrance into the 
political arena of 
two more of Mr. 
Fall’s friend s— 

Harry 


How Mr. F: 








A Romance of 


terior, March 4th, 1921— 
March 4th, 1923.” Tour- 
ists visiting Washington 
may see this portrait, and 
be inspired thereby—for 
behind it is a story of 
success far more romantic, 
than 
any written by Horatio 
Alger or published in the 


far less credible, 


American Magazine. 


This Mr. Fall was, at 


one time, hard up. 
wanted to retire to 
beautiful ranch at 
Three Rivers, New 
Mexico, and live in 
comfort and in 
peace; but comfort 
and peace cost 
money, and that Mr. 
Fall did not have. 
However, he did 
have other things, the 
most important of 
them being an un- 
usual aptitude for th 
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Our Hero Becins to Caso IN 





F. Sinclair 


| 


* 
¢ 


and Edward L. Doheny. 
On April 7th, 1922, he leased 
the Teapot Dome naval oil re- 


A week later, in New York, \j 
Everhart received $35,000 more. 


y 


serve to Mr. Sin- 
clair; nothing was 
said to the public 
about this transac- 
tion, but Mr. Sin- 
clair proceeded 
promptly to cash in 
on it, and so, it might 
be added, did Mr. Fall. 

Indeed, so satis- 
factory to all con- 
cerned was this 
friendly deal that Mr. 
Fall followed it up 
with another, by which 
Mr. Doheny became 
lessee of the naval oil 
reserve of Elk Hills, 
California. The profit 
that Mr. Doheny ex- 
pected to derive from 


and valuable friendships. 


One of Mr. 


Ohio Senator named Warren G. Hard- 
ing, who happened to be elected Presi- 


dent of the United States. 


ing decided that Mr 
man to be Secretary 
thus, on March 4th 


Mr. Hard- 
. Fall was just the 
of the Interior, and 


, 1921 (one of the 


dates mentioned under the portrait), 
Mr. Fall found himself driving away 


from the Capitol in 


a big parade, near 


the head of which was the wreckage of 
the man who had been President for 
the preceding eight years. 


that time, the 


A’ 
of the Interior 


opportunities for 


Mr. Fall soon remedied that. 
three months after 


he had persuaded 


post of Secretary 
did not offer many 


advancement. But _ this little black bag 
Within was the sum of 

the inauguration, $100,000, in cash. 
President Harding On May 10th, 
to sign an execu- 1922, Mr. Fall’s 


tive order for 
transferring con- 
trol of the naval 
oil reserves from 


= e Navy De- 


~ partment to the 


this lease was _ esti- 
e formation of firm mated at $100,000,000. 
Fall’s friends was an HAT Mr. Fall’s affection 
Messrs. Sinclair 
and Doheny was 


not unrecognized by 
them will be proved 
by the following 
well-known items of 
news: 

On November 
30th, 1921, Mr. 
Doheny sent his son 
from New York to 
Washington with a 
little black bag, 
which was delivered 
to Mr. Fall. Inside 


son-in-law (a Mr. 
Everhart) visited 
Mr. Sinclair’s pri- 
vate car in the rail- 
road yards in Wash- 
ington and returned 



















In November, of the same year, } 
Sinclair journeyed to Mr. Fall’s yg 
thriving ranch in New Mexico, , 
handed to Mr. Everhart $10,000 
cash as a “loan” to Mr. Fall. 

In January, 1923, Mr. Sinclair ga 
Mr. Everhart $25,000, this beig 
another “loan.” 

On May 26th, of the same year, \f 
Sinclair again “loaned” Mr. f; 
$25,000, and gave him outright $10, 
for his expenses on a trip to Russia, 

Furthermore, Mr. Sinclair presenti 
$160,000 to the Republican Campai 
Fund (through the eminent uplift 
Will H. Hays) to cover a deficit j 
curred in the exploitation of Mr. Har 
ing in 1920. 

From all of which it will be gather 
that Mr. Sinclair did a great deal 
coming across. But please shed no ted 
of sympathy because of that. Mr. Si 
clair is not the sort of business m 
who believes in giving something { 
nothing. He is not that type. 

Following the manipulation of { 
Teapot Dome leases, Mr. Sinclair 
ganized the Continental Trading Co 
pany, a Canadian corporation, abd 
which there exists a dark and hithe 
impenetrable nimbus of mystery. F 
the Continental Trading Co. Mr. § 
clair managed to gain $8,000,000. 

Furthermore, he profited by 
friendship with Mr. Fall in anot 
way: when a rival oil company tried 
invade the Teapot Dome prq 
erty, Mr. Fall persuaded the tl 
Assistant Secretary of the Na 
Theodore Roosevelt (.Jr.), tod 
patch a detachment of our ev 
ready Marines to eject the 
truders. 


N the meantis 

various thin 
had been happ4 
ing. For instan 
on April % 
1922, Senat 
Robert M. LaF 
lette demanded 
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Department of 
the Interior. 


with $198,000 in 
Liberty Bonds. 
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erican Business 


lease. This investigation languished 
and died, as did Senator La Follette. 

After that, there was no further in- 
terference and no snooping—for a 
while, at least. 

On March 4th, 1923, bowing amidst 
bouquets of roses and flushed with com- 
pliments, Mr. Fall resigned from the 
Cabinet and retired to Three Rivers, 
New Mexico, to enjoy the comfort and 
peace he had so well earned. Presi- 
dent Harding then revealed that, in 
recognition of Mr. Fall’s distinguished 
services, he had asked the popular Sec- 
retary of the Interior to become a Justice 
of the United States Supreme Court. 

A few months later, President Hard- 
ing passed on to his Eternal Reward. 


T was in the winter of 1923-24 that 

the traditional quietude along the 
Potomac began to be disturbed by 
sounds of dull thuds, as of beans being 
spilled. 

An absurdly inquisitive gentleman 
named Senator Walsh, of Montana, 
started asking questions as to the why 
and wherefore of Mr. Fall’s sudden 
affluence. Fall replied (from a dis- 
tance) that he had borrowed $100,000 
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from E. B. McLean, 


the 
Post. 


publisher of 
Washington 

Senator Walsh 
promptly hastened 
to Palm Beach and 
swore Mr. McLean 
to the statement 


that he had not loaned Mr. Fall any 


such sum. 

Then Mr. Do- 
heny came for- 
ward, a bit nerv- 
ously, and an- 
nounced that he 
had made the loan 
to his true friend. 
He grew tearfully 
dramatic about it: 
he spoke feelingly 
of his old pioneer- 
ing days with Mr. 
Fall, and even 
went so far as to 
imply that the Elk 
Hills transaction 
was inspired by a 
patriotic desire to 
thwart the Japa- 
nese Menace. 

For some reason, 
Mr. Doheny’s fer- 
vent protests were 
accepted with sev- 
eral grains of salt 
—and further em- 
barrassing 


investigations 


Tue TrutH, as Usuat, Hurts 


were made 


into the source of Mr. Fall’s bank-roll. 
But Mr. Fall wrapped himself in 


the Constitution and kept 


mouth shut. 


his 


T was not until four years later 
(1928, to be exact) that Mr. 


Everhart, 
in-law, 


railroad 
also. told 





the 
stepped 
about his visit to the Washington 
yards, 
about 


convenient 
up and 


son- 
told 


Will H. Hays 


Mr. Sinclair’s 


handsome gift to the Grand Old 
Party, disclosing items amounting 
to $85,000 that he had failed to 
mention in his previous testimony. 


tery. 


are dead. 






The doings of the Continental 
Trading Company, and its huge 
profits, remain an unsolved mys- 
Some of those who could 
have made important revelations 
Two of the survivors 
7 ) have fled to foreign parts (one of 
them is living at ease in Paris; 
another has sought sanctuary in 
an Italian monastery). 


John D. Rockefeller, Jr., boiling 














with indignation, has come forward 
with a demand that the oil industry 
clean house. Bnt Mr. Rockefeller’s 
well-intentioned request has met with 
no response. Indeed, a certain Robert 
W. Stewart, who defied the Senate 
rather than answer questions, has just 
been re-elected Chairman of the Stand- 
ard Oil Company of Indiana. 

The Supreme Court, on which Mr. 


Fall might have 
served, has 
stamped the oil 


leases as conceived 
in fraud and cor- 


ruption. It has 
expressed the 
opinion that the 


Continental Trad- 
ing Company was 
organized “for no 
legitimate pur- 
pose.” Ithas 
described the 
friendly Mr. Fall 
as a faithless pub- 
lic servant. 

But Mr. Fall 
should worry. He 
has been handed 
at least $403,000, 
which, as any one 
will tell you, is a 
tidy sum. Neither 
he nor any of his 
friends has spent 
one day in jail. His ranch at Three 
Rivers is in splendid running order. 

Moreover, his portrait hangs in the 
Department of the Interior Building— 
painted, appropriately enough, in oils. 

As has been pointed out, tourists in 
Washington may view this portrait, and 
they may also (if they care to) view 
the Lincoln Memorial, dedicated to the 
memory of a man who conceded that 
you can fool all of the people some of 
the time. 

Lire. 


Note 
Lire is now represented in 


Washington by Mr. Henry 
? F 
W 


Suydam, a keen- 






eyed observer of 
conditions along 
the Potomac, 
who will con- 
tribute further 
installments of 
this thrilling 
serial of ro- 
mance and in- 
trigue. 


“> 








More or Less Serious 


Coquette. Maxine Elliott's—Helen Hayes 
giving a memorable performance in a tender 
tragedy. 

Diversion. Forty- Ninth St.—The poignant 
sorrows of a youth who loved an actress, made 
interesting by Richard Bird and Cathleen Nes- 
bitt, while Guy Standing helps things along as 
the worried father. 

Dracula. Fulton—An eerie and_ skilfully 
written vampire play, doing strange things to 
your spine. 

Escape. Booth—The trail of an escaped con- 
vict across the moors, excitingly told by Gals- 
worthy, and superbly acted by Leslie Howard. 

A Free Soul. Klaw—Not great, but good 
enough for an evening off Kay Johnson, who 
is always nice to look at, plays the drunkard’s 
daughter and the gambler’s girl. That ought to 
be line enough. 

The Furies. Shubert—Laurette Taylor makes 
up completely for anything Zoé Akins’s play 
lacks. Some beautiful acting. 

Her Unborn Child. liinge—After touring the 
sticks for at least ten years this extraordinary 
venture reaches town. Not much at home on 
Broadway. 

Interference. Lyceum—Old-school melo- 
drama. Highly satisfactory evening of love and 
poison, with A. E. Matthews and acast to match. 

King Henry V. Hampden's—Walter Hamp- 
den and a competent cast in one of Shakespeare's 
best. 

The Ladder. Belmonit—Seats free. This show 
belongs to a man who wants us all to believe 
in Reincarnation 

The Mystery Man. Bayes—Not so good 

Marriage on Approval. JlWallack’ Pretty 
scrub play-writing with Lawrence Leslie’s good 
acting 

Napoleon. Empire—With Lionel Atwill as the 
**Man of Destiny.” To be reviewed later 

Porgy. Republic—An impressively authentic 
cross-section of Negro life. The addition of Paul 


Owing to the time it takes to print Live, readers should verify from the daily 
newspapers the continuance of the attractions at the theatres mentioned. 


Robeson to the already splendid cast makes this 
Theatre Guild production better than ever. 

Quicksand. Masque—With Robert Ames. 

Rope. Bilimore—Dramatization of Stribling’s 
“Teeftallow.”" Ben Smith in the title réle brings 
some good acting all the way from Texas. 

The Silent House. Morosco—Sneaky Chinese, 
deadly gas-chambers, a hidden fortune, Allan 
Dinehart and Helen Chandler, taken together, 
equal one very good melodrama 

The Spider. Century—A real thriller comes 
back again, in case some of us missed it last year. 

Spring 3100. Litile—Some high spots, but 
melodrama often comes better than this. 

Strange Interlude. John Golden — O'Neill 
crowds a life-time story into five hours. Lynn 
Fontanne as the woman of many loves does bril- 
liant work. The pleasant “interlude for dinner” 
is at seven-thirty and gives you time for a few 
“asides” of your own. 

The Trial of Mary Dugan. Nationa/—Still the 
best murder trial in town. With Ann Harding 
and Rex Cherryman. 

Twelve Thousand. Garrick—To be reviewed 
later. 

The Wrecker. 
shocker. 





Cort — Highly interesting 


Comedy and Things Like That 


And So to Bed. Bijou—A little amorous dal- 
liance of Samuel Pepys’ which he wisely left out 
of his diary. 

The Bacheler Father. BSelasco—Reviewed in 
this issue. 

Burlesque. Plymouth 
with some swell moments 

Cock Robin. Forty- Eighth St.—Deftly written 
murder mystery, well played We're all for 
Beatrice Herford’s curtain speech 

The Command to Love. Longacre—Mary 
Nash and Basil Rathbone in a little affair of sex 


diplomac y. 





l-time romance 
































MELODRAMA VILLAIN: Out you must go, my proud beauty, with your babe! 
Voice FROM THE AupiENCE: Oh, don’t say that, It might be the President’s Daughter, 


Excess Baggage. Ritz—Miriam Hopkins and 
Zric Dressler do a lot toward turning vaude- 
villians into real people. 

The Great Necker. Ambassador—Taylor 
Holmes doing his best with something between 
old-fashioned farce and old-fashioned terrible. 

The Ivory Door. Charles Hopkins—Some- 
thing nice for whimsey-lovers by A. A. Milne. 

Marco Millions. Guild—Eugene O'Neill turt 
the clock back to Marco Polo's time and gives u 
a picturesque satire on the Go-Getter. Alfred 
Lunt at the prow. 

Our Betters. Henry Miller’s—Ina_ Claire 
scintillates in a revival of Somerset Maugham’ 
crack at Americans in London society. Th 
satire is more than abetted by Constance Collier 

Paris Bound. Music Box—Sophisticated vic 
of marital infidelity. Shimmering dialogue ar 
the always charming Madge Kennedy. 

The Queen’s Husband. Playhouse—Rolar 
Young as a charming king who likes to stop rev 
lutions and fix up love affairs. Splendid enter 
tainment. 

The Royal Family. Selwyn—The home life of 
a nifty stage family. 

The Shannons of Broadway. Martin Beck 
A swell show by the Gleasons. Comedy, path 
and good hokum, well mixed 

Sh! the Octopus! Royale—Mystifying ar 
amusing Three hours of dramatic chills ar 
fever. 

Whispering Friends. Hudson—Reviewed 
this issue. 


Eye and Ear Entertainment 


A Connecticut Yankee. J anderbili—Some- 
thing out of the ordinary, with grand songs. 

The Five O’Clock Girl. Forty-Fourth St.— 
Mary Eaton and Oscar Shaw in a sure-fire musical 
comedy. Grade-A for theatre parties. 

Funny Face. Alvin—The best individua 
dancing in town, by the Astaires. Add Gershwir 
music and Victor Moore comedy, and what 
haven't you? 

Golden Dawn. Hammerstein's—Good 
eretta with East African background and lots 
class. 

Good News. Forty-Sixth St.—The 1927-28 
pace-maker for musical comedy. How do th 
Collegians keep it up? 

Keep Shufflin’. Daly's—Negro show wit! 
Miller and Lyles. 

Manhattan Mary. A pollo—Ed Wynn. That 
fixes it all right with us. 

The Merry Malones. Erilanger's—Oh, pretty 
good. 

My Maryland. Jolson's— The Barbara 
Frietchie incident set to music. 

Rain or Shine. (Cohan—Joe Cook can stage a 
circus for us—one to three rings—anywhere ar 
time. 

Rosalie. New Amsterdam—Marilyn Miller 
and Jack Donahue glorify a stupendous produc- 
tion by Mr. Ziegfeld 

Show Boat. Ziegfeld—-Edna Ferber's best- 
seller set to music. A big show with Charles 
Winninger, Helen Morgan and Puck and White. 

Sunny Days. Imperial—Good score and ex- 
cellent dancing. Star cast. 

Take the Air. Waldorf—Will Mahoney mak- 
ing enough fun to cover two evenings. This isa 
good show. 

The Three Musketeers. Lyric—To be re- 


viewed later. 


Experimental 


American Laboratory. 222 East 54th St.— 
Boleslavsky’s splendid direction raises this to 
something more than Little Theatre repertory. 

The Cherry Orchard. Bijou Theatre—Tche- 
kov's fine play done in English. Matinees only 

Civic Repertory. 105 West 14th St.— Eva Le 
Gallienne has established herself as a first-rate 
régisseuse with her successful crusade for inex- 
pensive drama. 

Greenwich Village Theatre. Theatrical table 
d’héte. A one-act play, a motion picture, and 
some singing and dancing. 

Hoboken Blues. Playwrights’—Terrible. 

Hot Pan. Edyth Totten, 48th St.—Good idea 
gone wrong. Just manages to miss fire. 

















In the Vernacular 


OME day (it may be any day now, just as soon as 

the frost gets out of the ground) we are going to 
write an exhaustive treatise on the subject of slang. 

lor instance, “Whispering Friends.” A good, frank 
discussion of “Whispering Friends” ought to bring the 
subject of slang down to, say, 1910—or whatever year 
was given over exclusively to the use of the word 
“skidoo.”” We are not sure that “skidoo’”’ was actually 
used in the course of the play, but there were moments, 
as we sat listening to Mr. Cohan’s reminiscent dialogue, 
when we felt the years slipping off us and we found our- 
self back at the little old red schoolhouse, wondering 
what chorus girls were really like, and crying softly 
to ourself at the thought of the little boy Benchley who 
might have been. He was such a fine, manly chap— 
that little Benchley—with his golden curls and his cute 
way of cocking his head on one side whenever he wanted 
another of Grandma’s cookies. And then had come long 
trousers and his first waltz, and sex had raised its ugly 
head— Heigho. We rubbed our eyes and the play was 
over and we found ourself back in 1928, with its jazz 
and its tall buildings, and no one to remember the good 
old days of “23, you big piece of cheese.” No one, 
except Mr. George M. Cohan. 

Not that Mr. Cohan’s latest work is entirely bad, 
either. In spite of some of the dullest dialogue that 
we have heard in many a day, he has managed, by 
virtue of his knowledge of what we Broadwayites call 
“good theatre” (the opposite to this is “bad theatre”), 
to keep an extremely artificial situation fairly interesting 
for perhaps an act and a quarter. But in matters 
of comedy we have been led to expect, from him at 
least, something besides smooth direction, excellent cast- 
ing and clever juggling of a thin plot, and when we say 
that the lines in “Whispering Friends” aren’t very funny 
we don’t want any arguments about the fact that the 
audience seemed to be laughing their heads off. That 
was what they tried to tell us about that play—what 
was the name?—the one about a Jew boy who wanted 
to marry an Irish girl, or maybe it was an Irish boy 
who wanted to marry a Jewish girl—anyway, there was 
a rabbi and a priest in it, and you know what happened 
to that play. So let Mr. Cohan take warning and not 
be deceived by those laughs in the audience. They don’t 
mean a thing. 








ONTINUING our subject of—what was it? “slang” 
—well, continuing our subject of “slang,” we come 


to “The Bachelor Father,” and here we find an inter- 


19 


esting example of what is known as “Onderdonk’s 
Disease.” Onderdonk was an English playwright 
(1794-1911) who was afflicted with a curious malady 
which took the form of a desire to write a play about 
Americans. Never having been to America, he did the 
next best thing and subscribed for Punch for a year, 
at the end of which time he had a very good idea of how 
Americans really talked. 

Now the curious thing about “The Bachelor Father” is 
that the author, Mr. Edward Childs Carpenter, is an 
American himself, and yet he seems, somehow, to have 
contracted a slight touch of the old Onderdonk trouble 
—possibly from rubbing against an Englishman in the 
subway or somewhere. At any rate, it is a mild case 
and is only really noticeable in the first act, when June 
Walker, as a Hogan’s Alley “mick,” is forced to carry 
on one of those “hully gee” conversations, so full of 
“wisecracks” (none of which got even a snicker from the 
audience) that we were just reaching for our hat when 
Geoffrey Kerr sauntered on and in his always delightful 
way restored the conversation to a nice, quiet normalcy. 
And from then on, the play was pretty thoroughly 
enjoyable. 





T wasn’t Miss Walker’s fault at all, that bad start, 

and once she was relieved of the strain of working into 
her conversation all the American humdingers from 1911 
to 1928 (not inclusive), she settled down to giving one 
of the most attractive and appealing characterizations of 
her career. As the American representative in the in- 
ternationally illegitimate family of Sir Basil Winterton, 
V. C., K. C. B., K. C. G. M. (played superbly by C. Au- 
brey Smith), she wins her way into her delighted and im- 
moral father’s heart and into the heart of her audience, 
which, judging from the tongue-clicking around us, 
was equally delighted but slightly more moral. Nor did 
the female acting honors go entirely to Miss Walker, for a 
young lady named Adriana Dori aided the play immensely 
by being exactly what the author intended for her part— 
that of Miss Walker’s Italian and equally illegitimate 
sister, with aspirations for grand opera. Miss Dori can 
act, and she can sing—an unusual combination of gifts 
which saved Mr. Belasco and the audience a great deal 
of trouble and suspense. Rex O'Malley, in the réle of 
“third bastard,” was also quite good and we would only 
recommend that he practice just a little bit longer with 
his left hand—you know, that passage where it goes 
C-sharp, F-sharp A and then that quick trill with the 
second and third fingers. It would help immensely the 
illusion of him as a gifted young pianist. 








Movie Srar: I can’t understand it. 
He: What? 
Movie Star: I seem to have had one more divorce than I’ve had husbands, 


You Know Him, Too 


E is found, either at luncheon 

or dinner, at the college club. 
He is forever jumping up, napkin in 
hand, to greet some new arrival. He 
is on every Committee, and nobody 
else would think of running the get- 
togethers. 

He is likely to be a class officer. 
He keeps in touch with every mem- 
ber, and can tell you what Joe Fish 
is doing out in Fargo, N. D., and 
how many kids he’s got. He is be- 





First Oyster: It looks as if something 
had happened to our cousin. 
Seconp Oyster: Yes, something terrible. 
He’s the mere shell of his former self. 





ginning to take on flesh, but his 
clothes are still made by the tailor 
who outfitted him freshman year. 

He goes back to the Old Place 
on every occasion, no matter how 
trivial He may harbor 
doubts as to the wisdom of 
the trustees, but he is Loyal. 
He would lose an eye rather 
than miss one of Alma 
Mater’s football games. 

He snorts indulgently at 
the compulsory comradeship 
of the Rotarians, and be- 
damns the Business Boosters 
roundly. But he will knock 
the hat off a disinterested 
bystander who does not at 
once uncover when “Alma 
Mater” is being sung. 

He is, in short, the Peren- 
nial Collegian, and if he 
could see this chiselled on 
his headstone: 

“THe Otp Prace Wit 
Never Have ANOTHER 
Like Him,” 
he would gladly die to-mor- 
row, happy as a clam at 

high tide. 
Stanley Jones. 


He: I can’t. 








The Sign 
[* is spring!!! 


The streets are covered 


with a 
dull scum of dirty ice and the gutter 
lines are lost through a thick mat- 
ting of the same discouraging stuff. 

Across the river one can see the 


cold, blue-white fields. And _ the 
shores gleam a long silver menace. 

Birds shiver under the eaves, their 
fuzzy bodies telescoped into fat awk- 
wardness. 

Humanity minces along the creak- 
ing, cold sidewalks—collars up; 
limbs contorted, drawn up against 
the wind’s playfulness. Red _ noses. 
Eyes smarting and moist from the 
sudden gusts of city canyons. 

The flowers—in the florist shops— 
peek hopefully through the frosted 
panes, as if beckoning to the hurry- 
ing hundreds. 

Everybody is hopeful—the new 
season is born. 

The Big League teams start North 
to-day! 


It is spring! H. 1.8. 


The Most Unkindest Cut 
HE: Let’s just sit here and talk. 
Sue: Yes, for a few minutes, 


and then we can tune in that speech 
by Congressman Votegetter. 


T’S our firm conviction that women 
dress to displease other women. 





Crime Wave 
Sue: Bill, why don’t you go straight? 


I've just been to an osteopath. 



























Opportunity for Philan- 
thropist With or Without 
References 
| ALWAYS fight a strong desire, 
Particularly in the spring, 

To leave my job, and just retire 
And wait around for luck to bring 


My spinach and my rent to me 
In such a hospitable way, 
That all I'll have to do will be 


To take them from a silver tray. 


I'd be inclined to try it, too, 
For working does become a bore, 
But I'm aware it wouldn’t do 
Because I tried it once before. 


Margaret Fishback. 


Almost 
i! ORA: The static is just awful 
on our radio set. Is yours clear? 


Dora: Oh, no—not yet. We've 
got three more payments on ours. 
LS 


| (THINE 

| | YOULL FIND THar 
| \ BETTER THAN 
\ TAKING THEM 
| RAW, 


} 
| 
f 


= » 











CLEVER MR, EVER, HAVING NOTICED THAT HIS 
DACHSGHUNT> HAD GREAT DIFFICULTY G 
HIGH CURBS, HAS PROVIDED HIM WITH A STOMACH 
PROTECTOR WITH BALL-BEARING ROLLERS ON (T 


Life 
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PEYWEEN 


US GIRLS 











“M* dear, I’m all-of-a-TWIT! 
mean I ACtually couldn’t BE 


an ODD-and-END 


more at 


dear, 


TERribly 


next SATurday, my 
YOUTH I know 
and all said he 
my dinner because he 


have this BOY 












visiting him and 


<3 


GETTING Ove 








Docs with LonGc WHEELBASES SAG IN THE MippLe! 


I 


at this 
point because I’m giving a DI Nner 
party before the MeTAVish DANCE 
and this 
WELL 
couldn't COME to 
was going to 


I 














said I'd simply aDORE to have him 
BRING this boy and all only I 
simply COULDn’t have anOTHer 
MAN, my dear, because it would 
make thirTEEN and I mean it’s 
SIMply imPOSsible to even get 
TWELVE in our odd DINing-room 
without sort of MOVing the SIDE- 
board into the BUTler’s pantry and 
having the FOOD sort of CARried 
IN through the front DOOR and, 
anyways, my dear, the LAST time 
this odd YOUTH came to dinner he 
got TERribly RAUcous and DADdy 
had some FRIGHT fully old PORT 
or something he was sort of TREAS 
uring FONDly and this youth sort 
of disCOVered it and imBIBED an 


entire deCANTer and he _ kept 
making Violent LOVE to me and 
one of the MAIDS put cham- 
PAGNE in the SOUP instead of 


dear, and MOTHer 
NEVer have this 
HOUSE 


SHERry, my 
said she'd simply 
odd BENny in the 
again because I mean she sort of 
BLAMED the whole THING on 
HIM, which was FRIGHT fully un- 
JUST because I mean he’s an AW- 
fully sweet BOY, my dear. GOSH, 
my dear, I wonder what I ought to 
DO about the situation? And would 
you wear that YELlow dress if you 
were me, my dear? I mean I WISH 
to heavens I knew if this BOY who's 
been rushing me MADLY were go- 
ing to send me ORchids or garDE- 
ACtually DO!” 
Lloyd Mayer. 


nias—I mean I 


One-Sided 


USTY: Aren’t rosy cheeks a sign 
of good health? 
Rusty: I should say they are. 
Dusty: In that case, I saw a girl 
the other day who was a lot healthier 
on one side than on the other. 


















































Tombstone Town 


HIS is the story of Tombstone Town 
Before the comin’ of Sheriff Brown. 
A grizzly-batin’, order-hatin’, sizzlin’ hell-hole it; 

The powder-spittin’est, God-fergittinest place you ever hit. 


In Tombstone a man wouldn't trust his mother, 
Thieves were so thick they robbed each other. 


Human life wasn’t worth a dime. 
Riot was lawful and peace was crime, 





A man could be shot for combing his hair, 
Horse thieves outnumbered the horses there. 


They made a horse thief Chief of Police; 
They elected a bank robber Justice-of-Peace. 





They used the Courthouse to gamble in; 
It was down with law and up with sin. 


The Post Office didn’t last overnight, 
For no one in Tombstone could read or write. 





The schoolteacher left town on the run, 
When he learned every schoolboy toted a gun. 


Babies could chew before they could talk; 
They knew how to shoot before they could walk 


The weather here was just like the town: 
The wind was so strong it blew mountains down. 


It blew the hair off all the dogs; 
It blew the hams right off the hogs. 


Raindrops looked like goldfish bowls, 
And hailstones plugged up coyote holes. 





This was the state of Tombstone Town 

Before the comin’ of Sheriff Brown. 

A riot-infested, religion-divested sink of iniquity it; 
The jailhouse-breakin’est, God-fersakin’est place you ever hit. F 





Garrett Price. 

























Home, Sweet Home 


“A large mail-order company now sells 
houses direct to prospective home-mak- 
ers." —ltems of Interest. 


Montmorency, Wart Co. 
ENTLEMEN: I wish to change 
the order I sent you some days 

ago for a Tudor cottage. Since then 

I have been informed of an expected 

addition to our family circle, and as 

we shall now need more room, I wish 
to order the Fordore Mansion model 
instead. Yours very truly, Hersert 


HELp. 


Montmorency, Wart Co. 

GenTLEMEN: Having ordered a 
Fordore Mansion from you recently, 
] was more than surprised this morn- 
ing when the postman delivered a 
package containing five dog houses, 
a two-car garage, a Scottish castle 
with battlements, a filling station and 
a small church. This is not what I 
ordered. Will you please investigate 
and see if there has not been some 
mistake? Yours very truly, Her- 
pert HELP. 


Mr. Herbert Help, Esq. 


Dear Str: Through an error in 
our shipping department, you re- 


ceived the entire village of Worst- 





He: I always have sympathy for the 
underdog, don’t youP 
I sure have. 


Sue: Ouch! 


hurst, a new suburban development 
on the Hudson. We are extremely 
sorry that this occurred and are mail- 
ing your Fordore Mansion to-day. 
Yours very truly, Monrmorency, 
Wart Co. 


Montmorency, Wart Co. 

GENTLEMEN: The Fordore Man- 
sion that I ordered some time ago 
has not arrived, but twins have. Our 
landlord has put us out and we are 
now compelled to live over a Giffte 
Shoppe, where the noise and the 
smell of varnish are very trying to 
my wife. Will you please send our 
house at once? Anxiously yours, 
Hersert He vp. 


Mr. Herbert Help, Esq. 

Dear Sir: We have investigated 
the matter and find that your house 
has been lost in the mails. As we 
are, for the present, sold out on this 
model we are sending you for tem- 
porary use one of our modernized 
copies of the House of Seven Gables. 
When you receive your house, will 
you please wrap this one carefully 
and return to us? Yours very truly, 
Montmorency, Wart Co. 


Montmorency, Wart Co. 
GenTLeEMEN: The House of Sev- 
en Gables received. With the excep- 
tion of three gables broken off in 
transit, it was in good condition. We 
have soaked off all the stamps and 
consider it a very handsome dwell- 
ing, except for a few cancellation 
marks on the front door. I think we 
shall keep it in place of the Fordore 
Mansion previously ordered. I am 
sending with this letter an order for 


to 


“Yeah, Gabriel’s a nice fella but he’s 
always blowin’ his own horn.” 


two factories and a ware- 
house, as I am going into the pop- 
corn-ball business. Please send me 
your catalogue of docks and railroad 
sidings. Yours very truly, Herpert 


HE -p. 


storage 


Heman Fay, Jr. 


Self-Defense 
“y ELL, well! So you're from 
deah old Boston!” 

“Yes, I'm from Boston. No, I 
didn’t bring along my own supply 
of baked beans. Yes, I frequently 
have pie for breakfast. No, I don’t 
pull down the blinds when I read the 


American Mercury at home. Yes, 
they still allow the Elsie Dinsmore 
books in the library. No, I don’t 


think Upton Sinclair 
lynched. Yes, I don’t mind a cup of 
tea. No, I wouldn’t roll my eyes up 
ward and sigh if you'd offer me a 
shot of something stronger. Well, 
show a little speed with that cork- 
screw; I haven’t had a good drink 
since I left Boston.” C. J. 


should be 
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‘*The Crowd”’ 
” ING VIDOR has made a gallant 


attempt to achieve a masterpiece 
in “The Crowd,” and even though it 
doesn’t quite come off, the effort is 
sufficient in itself to earn a_ vast 
amount of credit. For directors with 
Mr. Vidor’s courage are rare in 
Hollywood, and when one of them 
appears adorned 
with garlands of encouragement. 

In writing and directing “The 
Crowd,” Mr. Vidor was obviously in- 
spired by a Big Theme. The hero 
of the story is a young man who is a 
victim of spiritual claustrophobia. 
Wherever he goes, whatever he does, 
he is just one small unit in a big 
parade—and he longs to break away 
from its stifling influence. At last 
he does so, in a sudden, wild-eyed 
revolt, and 


he deserves to be 


thereafter degenerates 
into a shiftless bum whose wife has 
to take in sewing. Ultimately, he is 
sucked back into the mob—and it is 
there that he finds both himself and 
the secret of success. 


R. VIDOR’S theme is a pretty 

good one, as themes go, and he 
has developed it with much eloquent 
detail and with many artful direc- 
torial tricks. 

He is not, however, consistent. He 
jumps without warning from intense 
and telling realism to ineffectual fan- 
tasy, and is not always entirely sure 
of the point that he is trying to make. 

“The Crowd” 


sumes_ the 


occasionally as- 


aspect of a_ wrestling 
> 


Life 


match between Mr. Vidor and the 
Big Theme. Most of the time, Mr. 
Vidor has his adversary on the mat, 
panting and prepared to cry quits. 
But then Mr. Vidor’s attention wan- 
ders; he relaxes his grip, and the 

Big Theme gets the better of him. 
The acting in “The Crowd” is, on 
the whole, unnecessarily poor. James 
Murray gives a fine but uneven per- 
formance—the unevenness, I| 
pect, being Mr. Vidor’s fault rather 
than Mr. Murray’s. The role is 
weakened, as is the picture, by the 
inconsistency of the characterization. 
The important part played by 
Eleanor Boardman is not character- 
ized at all, and most of the other 
people in the story don’t seem to fit. 
New York, “The 


AS 

Crowd” ends with a poignant 
question mark. The spectator is left 
in considerable doubt as to the 
future career of the hero. 

Outside of New York, the picture 
ends with the hero on the crest of the 
wave; he is successfully coining ad- 
vertising slogans and money. 

Apparently Mr. Vidor not 
quite bold enough to disregard en- 
tirely the commands of the gods of 
the box-office. 


sus- 


shown in 


was 


“The Last Command”’ 
OT only is Emil Jannings a great 
actor—the greatest actor, with 
inevitable exception, on the 
screen—he is also an inspirational 
force of appreciable potency. Those 


4 


one 
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who work with him—directors, ac- 
tors and scenarists—seem to acquire 
some of his amazing vitality; they 
are rendered capable of efforts far 
beyond their usual capacity. 

This strange condition was evi- 
dent in the pictures that Mr. Jan- 
nings made in Germany, and is still 
more apparent in the pictures that 
he has made in Hollywood. 

“The Last Command,” the latest, 
is the drama of a proud Russian gen- 
eral who ends up as a humble extra 
in the movie mills. It is a grand 
opportunity for Emil Jannings to do 
his best—and, as might be expected, 
he does just that. 

Aiding and abetting him are the 
director, Josef von Sternberg, and 
the members of an excellent 
(especially William Powell 
Evelyn Brent). 


cast 
and 


HE fact that Emil Jannings has 

become a popular star since his 
arrival in California constitutes a 
tribute to Hollywood and to the 
much maligned army of film fans of 
America. 


Bulletin 
HERE will be a scene at a social 
function in the Great American 
Movie in which none of the char- 
acters is named Van Something-or- 
other and in which the 
gentlemen wears eyeglasses from 
which is draped a wide black ribbon. 


R. E. Sherwood. 


none ol 
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Simba. Mr. and Mrs. Martin John- 
son have been hanging around the old 
water hole, with somewhat more than the 
usual results. 

Gentlemen Prefer Blondes. Most 
people consider this screamingly funny. 
To me, it seemed just so-so. 

Beau Sabreur. A far from adequate 
sequel to “Beau Geste.” 

The Devil Dancer. Gilda Gray bares 
all, again, but even that heroic act doesn’t 
save this from dullness. 

Wife Savers. Another orgy of clown- 


ecent Developments 


ing by Wallace Beery and Raymond 
Hatton. 

The Silver Slave. Irene Rich as a 
noble and misunderstood wife who smiles 
through her tears. 

A Texas Steer. Will Rogers is funny 
but the rest of the picture is distinctly 
otherwise. 

The Dove. A pseudo-Mexican melo- 
drama about a bad man and a good girl, 
with the latter triumphing in the end 
(believe it or not). 

West Point. This 


time William 


Haines is dressed up as a cadet, but he's 
still William Haines. 

The Gaucho. Douglas Fairbanks be- 
low the Equator and Par. 

Uncle Tom’s Cabin. Topsy, Eva 
Eliza, Simon Legree and all the others 
are still at it. 

Love. In which those great neckers, 
John Gilbert and Greta Garbo, cook up 
some hot romance for those who want tt 

The Circus, Sunrise and Wings are 
strongly recommended. 
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Keep this PRICELESS R 


ECORD of their 


Childbood Days 


.. in a Wonderful Movie that you make yourself 


How fast they grow! 


Never the 

same from one day to another. 
Always changing . . . from babyhood to 
childhood, to adolescence . . . and then 
they’re gone forever. It’s the one prob- 
lem every mother has to face. 


Don’t let another day slip by without 
making this priceless record of your 
children. Keep them forever just as 
they are today ... as they never will be 
again... in a wonderful movie that you 
make yourself. 


You photograph them in action! Run- 
ning... romping... laughing. . . living 
in their happy, carefree way. Today you 
can capture it all on a thin strip of film, 
to flash into light and live again in the 
quiet of your darkened room. 


Every little motion is there. Every 
gesture... every smile... every flash of 
pers ality . . you get each expression, 
to enjoy over and over again in a movie 
on your own silver screen. 


Just think of what this priceless film 
will mean to you... in three, in five, in 
ten years’ time. 


Home Movie-Making Simplified 
The hard work is done. The 


months and years of research 
have passed. Now, thanks to the 
effort of Eastman Scientists, Home 
Movies are as easy to make as 
the ordinary snap-shot. 


The camera is simplicity itself. 


No need to focus. No grinding 

crank. Just sight it either 

from waist height or eye level. 

Then press the button. A 

shutter whirls inside and the 

film slides quickly behind the 

lens. Instantly every action 

within the scene before you, every chang- 
ing sequence of light and shadow, every 
expression of individuality, is registered 
for all time on a thin strip of film. 


Easy to show in your own home 


Now comes the greatest thrill of all. 
When the films are taken, your work is 
done. We develop them for you at no 
extra cost, and return them ready to 
run on your own silver screen. 

You simply place them in a Kodascope 
Projector . . . a remarkably ingenious 
device for throwing the moving pictures 
you have made on the portable screen 
that comes with your Ciné-Kodak outfit. 

Just thread this projector and turn 
the switch. Then instantly . . . almost 
magically . . . your screen leaps into 


action. Home Movies have been 
simplified at last. 

Official United States Govern- 
ment movies of the World War 
are also available. War Cine- 
graphs—200 feet per reel—$15 
each. Special authentic war pic- 
ture, “America Goes Over”— 

2,000 feet (an hour and a quarter show- 
ing), $150. In addition, feature films with 
famous stars may be rented from a 
Kodascope Library. 

To supplement your movie program, 
Kodak Cinegraphs, 100- and 200-foot 
reels covering a variety of subjects... 
comedy, drama, cartoons, travel .. . are 
available at your dealer’s. Price $7.50 
per 100 feet, the reel becoming a per- 
manent part of your film library. 

Big production brings low prices 
Today, because of the vast production 
facilitiesofthe Eastman Kodak Company, 
acompleteoutfit, Ciné-Kodak, Kodascope 
Projector and Screen, may be had for as 
little as $140. Ciné-Kodak weighs only 5 
Ibs. Loads in daylight with amateur 
standard (16 m/m) Ciné-Kodak safety 

film, in familiar yellow box. 

; See the Ciné-Kodak display at 

P your nearest Kodak dealer’s. Also 

clip coupon below for booklet. 


’ 7 ’ 


EASTMAN KODAK CO,, Dept. LF-3 
Rochester, N. Y. 

Please send me, FREE and without obliga- 
tion, the booklet telling me how I can easily 
make my own movies. 
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A Cunarder 
And A Mascot!... 


If you are going over for the British 
Open Championship on May 7th, the 
AQUITANIA is the only ship... 


Winners of the British Open Champion- 
ship consider the AQUITANIA a mascot 
+ Jock Hutchison crossed on her in 
1921... Walter Hagen in 1922... Jim 
Barnes in 1925... “Bobby” Jones in 
1926 and for his repeat victory in 1927 
».+ What these men did on disembarking 
from the AQUITANIA is history. . . 


Is sailing on the AQUITANIA on April 
18th psychic gravitation . . . a sportsman’s 
hunch . . . or plain copycattishness . . . ? 
All three! Obviously, the only way to see 
the “Royal and ancient game” played this 
year at historic Sandwich, is to sail on the 
ship which is prime favorite with its best 
exponents... 


The AQUITANIA gives a magnificent 
performance which sportsmen are first 
to appreciate ... She is swift and her 
form is excellent... She is a sporting 
means to a sporting end... In luxury 
+++ appointments ... and service, she 
‘dresses’ the Atlantic... 


If you miss the ‘Golfer’s Luck’ you can 
sail on the BERENGARIA on April 25th 
- +. and you can keep yourself fit in the 
crack gymnasium and swimming pool as 
a compensation ... 


CUNARD 


&) 


See Your Local Agent 


1840 -EIGHTY- EIGHT-YEARS-OF-SERVICE: 1928 





Mrs. Pep’s Diary 

(Continued from page 9) 
the evening in a_ book called 
“Meat,” by Wilbur Daniel Steele, 
about a child who was born with an 
excrescence on one side of its head 
which later developed into a horny 
surface which could be covered by 
his hair, and I shall not rest now 
until I can contrive to lay an in- 
quisitive hand on the forehead of 
one of Sam’s cronies whose name I 
shall not set down here. 


February Awake betimes, longing 
more than usual to be on 
29th a boat bound for some 
balmy clime, being weary of letters 
from friends about turtle dinners 
served in gardens where there isn’t 
enough wind even to stir the 
candles, which is literally what 
Valina Griggs did write me from 
Nassau three or four days ago, the 
blasty day, in fact, on which the 
miserable dock officials would not let 
me aboard the outgoing Saturnia to 
bid farewell to Mary Lowe, Bill 
Fanshawe and Ethel Morgan, and 
had not Mary thought she had lost 
her trunk and been obliged to come 
ashore, I should never have been able 
to get to them the seven splendid 
detective stories which I had as- 
sembled. The day gone in collect- 
ing the tag ends of the month, and 
then Bob and Edith Banning for din- 
ner, during the course of which Bob 
did remark that I was the most nat- 
ural person that ever he saw in his 
life, whereto Sam quoth, “Yes, in- 
deed. And what a lot of different 
natures she has!" And I could think 
of nought but to call him a big cas- 
sowary, my pet epithet which I did 
glean from the writings of Frank 
Sullivan, but later I did manage to 
confide publicly to him that I should 
never in the world have married him 
had I not been afraid to be alone 
at night. Late in the evening to a 
place where good draught beer is the 
feature, and I did overhear one of 
the patrons say, “When my mother 
goes to a restaurant without her 
glasses she always orders a veal cut- 
let.” So home and to bed, reading 
“Under the Greenwood Tree,” and 
minded by Dick’s going nutting that 
I must order some filberts and 
Brazil nuts on the morrow, for we 
have had none so far this winter. 


Baird Leonard. 
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CHEER UP! 
You needn't feel so 
down-in-the-mouth 


ORNING, noon and night... 

whenever disagreeable after-taste 
bothers you; whenever your throat gets 
raw and sore, gargle with Forhan’s An- 
tiseptic Refreshant. Use it straight. 
This wonderful antiseptic mouthwash 
ends all mouthwash confusion. Easily 
and quickly it removes the causes of 
bad taste and bad breath and at the 
same time soothes the throat, protect- 
ing it from disease-breeding germs. 
From your druggist get 
this new antiseptic mouth- 
wash which is safe, power- 
ful, effective, persistent and 
is without a telltale odor. 
Two sizes, 35c and 60c. 

FORHAN COMPANY 
New York 


Forhan’s 


ANTISEPTIC REFRESHANT 


FOR MOUTH, BREATH AND TASTE HYGIENB 
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When white water 
roars a challenge 





Wuewn the rapids swirl and leap about you; 
when the swift current carries you on at ex- 
press train speed, then you’ll be most grateful 
for the perfect balance of your “Old Town 
Canoe.” : 

“Old Towns” are patterned after actual Indian 
models. Famous for their steadiness and dura- 
bility. Light in weight too. Priced as low as 
$67. From dealer or factory. 

New catalog gives complete information about 
all models, including sailing canoes, square-stern 
canoes, dinghies, etc. Also racing step-planes, 

hydroplanes, etc. Write for free copy 
today. Orp Town Canoe Co., 1833 Middle 
Street, Old Town, Maine. 


‘Old Town Canoes 
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NLOPS 


WIN WORLD 
RECORD 





Captain Campbell’s 
207 miles per hour 


Dyes 104 yards a second .. . the fastest 
mile made anywhere . . . on track, road 
or beach. The wonderful driving of Captain 
Campbell at Daytona Beach smashed all speed 
records of all times. 





No other tires ever stood anything like the S Y 

strain imposed by the daring Captain in his “ 

900 h. p. Blue Bird Car. Centrifugal force so c pmowowuny ment 

great it would hurl a tire tread sky-high... February 20, 1928 
terrific internal heat! And yet the Dunlops ln lg & Rubber Company, 

came through “perfect,” according to Captain Buffalo, ¥. Y. 

Campbell. Dear Mr. Germain: 


Thank you so very much indeed for your 


Such supreme tire tests provide the knowl- congratulations contained in your wire which I 

edge from which Dunlop’s everyday tires peessves tecay- 

h re b fi d Th : I would like to most heartily congratulate 
ave een per ected. e previous world you on the wonderful tires which you have produced, as 

speed record was made on Dunlops—Dunlop those that I used when my car succeeded in breaking the 


record vere uncut and in absolutely perfect condition, 


holds eighteen world records in all. even though they had been through this gruelling test 


. ° To give you some idea of the utmost con- 
saat But Dunlop’s proudest record 1S this: fidence which I have in Dunlop tires, although arrange- 
26,000,000 Dunlops are giving greater ments had been made for McDonald to be at the extreme end 
. 2 * ef the course so that he could change my wheels for the 
safety, Surer service, and bigger value to return run if necessary, I did not even bother to stop 
sii : to let him examine these after my first run, when the 
millions of motorists. car succeeded in reaching a speed of over 214 miles per 
hour, as I felt they would last the return journey and 
give no trouble. I think that this expresses my absolute 


confidence in your wonderful production 
With kindest regards, I am 
Yours most sincerely, 
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BEETHOVEN BELLINI 


THe PLayinc ON oF HANpDs 


(Dr. Leone Theremin has invented a 
radio apparatus by means of which he 
can make music in the air by simply 
waving his hands.) 


That for the Purists! 
I rove to nonchalantly split 
The smug. infinitives. 
To thus impair their savoir faire 
Huge satisfaction gives. 


Though it betrays my brutal strain, 
I openly admit 

Infinitives I hanker to 
Irreparably split!—Yale Record. 





A scientist proposes to fly to the 
moon in a cigar-shaped rocket. Spring- 
cleaning has evidently broken out 
ready in his home. 


al- 


—Humorist 


(London). 


bgh 


‘ me ‘ = * 
(Qa) 


Noble Architect of Leaning Tower of 
Pisa: AND THAT, I THINK, DISPOSES OF 
THAT NOUVEAU-RICH= COMTESSINA’S PLAN 
TO BUILD HER TUPPENNY-HA’PENNY 
BUNGALOW ON THE VACANT LOT RIGHT BE- 
SIDE MY TOWER-RESIDENCE. 
—Dublin Opinion. 


*s> 





Rosstnt 
Tue worst will not have happened, 
however, until the paper bath-towel is 
invented and thrust upon us. 
—Ohio State Journal. 























Chinese Cook: GET OUTA THIS, 
cow 
YOU GETTEM OUT YOURSELF, 
PLURRY YELLOW CARB. 
—Smith’s Weekly (Sydney). 


YOU BLACK 


Jacky 2 You 





A sew German remedy for seasick- 
ness is called Nauseatin. It sounds like 
a counter-irritant.—A rkansas Gazette. 
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WAGNER 


Don’t Give Up the 
Quip 

PARAGRAPH- 
ers are getting 
nervous. It 
most time for the 
President to choose 
a site for his sum- 


is al- 





mer vacation, and 

he can’t possibly 

give occasion for Ze 3! 

another line so FEST amie, 

good as “Over the Finis 

Black Hills to the -Guerin 

White House.” Meschino 
—Detroit News. (Milan). 


A Testimonial 

A pocror who is noted for his obesity 
treatment received the following letter 
recently from a golfing patient: 

“Dear Doctor,—That diet you put me 
on to is working wonders. Yesterday 
for the first time for months I holed 
out the penultimate button of my dress 
waistcoat.”"—London Daily Chronicle. 

DavuGurer (after severe lecture): Oh, 
Mum, you're too early-Victorian. This 
is 1928, not 1927.—Punch. 











Sportsman: THAT’s LORD DASHAM. 











I'VE SHOT AT HIS SEAT, YOU 
Non-Sportsman: 1 say! HAD HE MADE YOU MOST FRIGHTFULLY ANNOYED 
ABOUT SOMETHING, THEN ? 


KNOW. 









— London Opinion. 
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Immune 

Ir had always been black Sam’s am- 
bition to own a fur coat, and after years 
of skimping he had achieved it. On the 






first day of its possession, as he was 
strutting down the street, a friend ap- 


proached him. 


“Mo'nin’, Sam,” the friend remarked, 
his teeth chattering from the wintry 
blasts. “Pretty col’ day, ain’ she?” 


Sam lifted his chin haughtily from the 
depths of his huge fur collar. 

“Ah really cain’t tell “bout the 
weather,” he replied carelessly. “Ah 
ain't looked at de paper to-day.” 


—American Legion Monthly. 


The Promised Land 

Dap had been to the pictures in Syd- 
ne} 

“They showed picture of Jeru- 
salem,” he said, “and by gums, it was 
about the best bit of sheep country ever 
I seen away from here.” 

—Smith’s Weekly (Sydney). 


one 





“Tue man with more money than 
sense will quickly lose it in the public- 
house,” remarks a contemporary. A fool 
and his money are saloon parted, so to 


-Ideas (London). 


speak. 

















THE MAKING OF A SKEPTIC 
iEY, 


Southern California Wampus. 


MISTER, 


Where Space Was Needed 
Some tourists in the Georgian Bay dis- 
| trict noticed a very small hotel 
veranda that five or six times as 
as the other part of the structure. 
“What an odd-looking place,” 
them remarked, 
“Yes,” the 
owned by a 


with a 
was 
large 
one of 
guide explained; “it is 
group of city 
a rule that no drinking shall 
be permitted inside the clubhouse.” 
— Youngstown Telegram. 


chaps who 


have made 


Wine jelly when flavored with Abbott's 
more delightful and healthful Sample 


Bitters is made 
Bitters by mail, 


25 cts. in stamps. C. W. Abbott & Co., Baltimore, Md 
A Simple Subject 
Youne Woman (at public library): 
I want the History of England, please. 
Liprarian: Yes, what author? 
Y. W. (evidently startled): Why—is 
there more than one? 


Manchester Guardian, 


In the Vernacular 
Mrs William Ran 


Beacon Towers, the 


Mrs. 


“Mr. and 


lolph Hearst 
have bought 


Sands Point, 


Oliver H P 


GOTTA MATCH?” , estate of Belmont, 
mother of the former Duchess of Marlborough, 
which is one of the how places of the North 
Shore section.”-—The Herald Tribune, 

Yes, and.—New Yorker. 

















Great Britain, Canada and British Possessions. 


Lire is published every Thursday, simultaneously in the United States, 
Title registered in U. S. 





addressed envelope. 
non-return of 


Lire does not hold itself responsib 


le for the loss or 
unsolicited contributions. 





Notice of change of address should reach this office two weeks prior 
to the date of issue to be affected. All communications should be 
addressed to LIFE, 598 Madison Avenue, New York. 


Yearly Subscription Rate, $5.00 (Canadian, $5.80; scsi $6.60). 











wa, Patent Office 
The text ond illustrations in Lire are copyrighted. For Reprint Rights 
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London Office, Rolls "House, Breams Buildi ings, London, E. C. 
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GRAFLEX 


gets the whole story 


Newspaper reporters tensely 
watching ... leased wires and 
cables humming. Radio an- 
nouncers at microphones. But 
..-in a flash, Graflex has 
caught the detailed story. 





Ss OS" Re & 





At last—a Graflex priced within reach of every- 
hody."Series B” 3%" x 44'’—speed upto 1/1000 
second—$80. Other models $85 to $375. 


Featured by A Good Dealer Everywhere 


NEW YORK 





ROCHESTER. 
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TOBACCO 


“The Best Pipe Smoke 
Ever Made!” 


Smoke it in your 
old briar pipe— 
It makes a perfect combination! 


Light up your old briar pipe filled with 
Old Briar Tobacco, Enjoy its com- 
fort and cheer. Notice the natural to- 
bacco taste. Draw in the fragrance of 
the slow burning, flavory leaf. Smoke 
it awhile. Then see how cool and how 
extra smooth Old Briar Tobacco is. 


Every day from everywhere men ate 
sending us the message that Old Briar 
Tobacco is the end of a long search for 
genuine pipe pleasure— a perfect com- 
bination for the finest old briar pipe. 


It has taken experts, with years of 
scientific knowledge in the art of mel- 
lowing and blending, and generations 
of tobacco culture to develop and per- 
fect Old Briar Tobacco. And by the 
application of quantity production 
methods, it is possible for you to en- 
joy Old Briarat such areasonable price. 


Of All the Pleasures Man Enjoys 
Pipe Smoking Costs the Least 


In sizes at 25, 50c, $1 and $2 
United States Tobacco Co., Richmond, Va. 


SPECIAL OFFER 


To make you acquainted with all of the genuine 
pleasure of pipe smoking, we will send you on re- 
ceipt of this coupon a generous package of Old 
Briar Tobacco. Send 10c—coin or stamps—for 


postage and mailing expense. 


Tear out and Mail this coupon with roc— 


coin or stamps—to 


United States Tobacco Co., Richmond, Va., U.S. A. 


Print Name 
Address 
City and State 


L.F. 3-22-28 








Lire’s All-America 
Travel Contest 








PRIZE WINNERS 
(Kay’s Twelfth and Last 
Letter) 

First Prize of $75.00—won 
by M. Caruiste Minor, Dan- 
ville, Kentucky. 

Five Second Prizes (two 
more than were offered) ‘of 
$25.00 each—won by: 

Frank G. ANDERSON, 140 
Thorndike Street, Brookline, 
Mass. 

Mary Taytor Heatu, 14 
Beckford Street, Salem, Mass. 

CHARLOTTE Misu, 962 Mt. 
Adams Drive, Portland, Ore. 

Martin SHEPHERD, 21-5406 
Connecticut Avenue, Chevy 
Chase, D. C. 

Stoney Stein, Temple Gar- 
dens Apartments, Baltimore, 
Md. 




















The Winning Answer to 
Kay’s Twelfth Letter 
EAR KAY: 


You must have been walking in 
your sleep when you faced that 
blinding snow-storm for DuPont- 
Biltmore Hotel and Shubert’s Play- 
house, where Anne Nichols’ (apos- 
trophe after the “s’”) “Abie’s Irish 
Rose” appeared last October, are in 
the same building. Of course, the 
comedy is a sight but it’s no scenic 
wonder. 

Wilmington, being beyond Balti- 
more, is not en route from Wash- 
ington. And the medium-size, red- 
brick house you saw on Hollins 
Street is the old family home 
(hardly a “literary shrine’) of H. 
L. Mencken, editor of the American 
Mercury of New York. Poe's monu- 
ment is in Druid Hill Park but he’s 
buried in Westminster Churchyard. 

Didn’t you overlook the other 
students at Johns Hopkins (no 
apostrophe) University when writing 
those uncomplimentary things about 
the “Medics”? And don’t you 
know that Lafayette Square, while 
in a high-class section, is far from 
the plebeian Jones’ Falls district, 
where Madame Bonaparte, despite 
her numerous abodes, never lived? 

Valley Forge—scene of Washing- 
ton’s terrible winter, not his greatest 
victory (Yorktown)—isn’t visible en 
route from Baltimore to Philadel- 
phia, but you did pass within a few 
hundred yards of University of 

(Continued on next page) 





The Land of the Midnight Sun 


Your trip abroad will be 
vastly more enjoyable if you 
go to the land of the Mid- 
night Sun first and visit the 
continent after the heat of 
mid-summer. 


Norway’s summer climate is 
ideal, even far north of the 
Arctic Circle. Excellent boats 
direct to Bergen or Oslo. 
Request Booklet No. 25. 
Norwegian Government 
Railways Cravel Bureau 


342 Madison Avenue, New York 





Awsotuer thing: vou can learn by mail 
to speak good English, and (hat will 
astonish your friends. 

— Detroit Free Press. 





Mixed foursomes! 


Wuen fair ladies play, they usually 
rate turnout as much as golfing 
form. Ladies notice your hair first. 
Be sure that nine holes won’t leave 
it tousled and roughed. Use Glo-Co, 
the liquid hair dressing. It won't 
give hair a patent-leather finish. It 
will fight dandruff. If you can’t 
get it at your favorite drug store, 
department store or barber shop, 
mail fifty cents for a full-size bottle 
to Glo-Co Company, 6511 McKinley 
Avenue, Los Angeles, Calif. Same 
price in Canada, 10 McCaul Street, 
Toronto. 


GLO-CO 


LIQUID HAIR DRESSING 


As necessary as the morning shave 
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Lire’s All-America 
Travel Contest 
(Continued from page 30) 


Pennsylvania—close enough to see 
the stadium, but how could you tell it 
is concrete when you saw only the 
brick walls? 

That “tiny” statue! It’s colossal! 
And Penn stands there looking north- 
easterly toward the treaty ground— 
not northwesterly where “the vast 
expanse of the state” lies. 

Wanamaker’s store is a bit re- 
moved from City Hall. While 
bounded on the north by Market, the 
store’s western boundary is Juniper 
Street—just one block east of Broad. 
Bellevue-Stratford and Ritz-Carlton 
hotels are south of City Hall and a 
few blocks east is Independence 
Square. Here on Chestnut between 
5th and 6th Streets is Independence 
Hall—birthplace of American liber- 
ty and home of Liberty Bell, but not 
that New York-Chicago magazine. 
Still farther east on Arch Street is 
the house where Betsy Ross made the 
first American flag. 

The east room (capitals suggest 
White House chamber) of Inde- 
pendence Hall is called “Declara- 
tion Chamber” and the boards you 
trod there are only copies of the 
originals. Then, too, Washington 
signed the Constitution but not the 
Declaration of Independence. 

Best wishes for another glorious 
trip. 

M. Caruiste Minor, 
Danville, Ky. 


P. S.—Don’t worry about the mis- 
takes. They caused many a thrill 
and we're all the wiser now. 


A Way Out 


Bvecins, ambitious but broke, desired 
to commence business as a rag and bone 
merchant, for which he required ten 
pounds. He decided to try to touch the 
local magnate and benefactor. 

He received a sympathetic hearing. 

“But don’t you think it could be done 
on less than ten pounds?” said Sir X. 

“Hardly,” replied Buggins. “A hand- 
cart would cost at least that amount.” 

“Um, yes! But what guarantee can 
you give me for the money?” 

Buggins thought rapidly for a moment. 
“Well, sir, you could have your name 
painted on the handcart.” 

—Pearson’s Weekly (London). 





— 
Announcement of the 
GRAND PRIZE WINNERS 
in Lire’s ALL-AMERICA TRAVEL 
Contest will be made in the 
March 29th issue of Lire. Out 
Next Week. Watch for It. 
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ENGLAND 
FRANCE 


IRELAND 
GERMANY 


HAMBURG-AMERICAN LINE 


OMFORT is the first consideration on the ships of 
C this line. Pleasant surroundings—attractive fur- 
nishings—expert yet unobtrusive service—an unex- 
celled cuisine—all contribute to the refined and con- 
genial atmosphere so essential to travel comfort. 



































Accommodations available in all classes 
and comfort in every class 



























PLEASURE CRUISES 


Gio the West Indies Cro ‘Northern 
and the Spanish Main Wonderlands 
S. S. RELIANCE S. S. RELIANCE 
March 28 ... . 16days From New York, June 30— 


With Easter in Havana 35 days to Iceland, Spitzbergen, 
RATES $200 UP Norway and the North Cape. 


HAMBURG-AMERICAN LINE 
United American Lines, Inc., General Agents 
28 BROADWAY, NEW YORK 


Branches in Boston, Chicago, Philadelphia, San Francisco, Montreal, 
* Winnipeg, or Local Steamship or Tourist Agents. 
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sin. Gum 
aids digestion 
A flavor that is refreshing and a 
fine quality that has been main- 
tained for more than thirty years 
have made Beeman’s the choice of 


discriminating people. Chew it 
after meals. It aids digestion. 
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Gentlemens Furnishing ods, 


MADISON AVENUE COR. FORTY-FOURTH STREET, N. Y. 























Spring Clothes & Accessories 
Send for Brooxs’s Miscellany 


BOSTON PALM BEACH NEWPORT 
LITTLE BUILDING PLAZA BUILDING AUORAIN BUILDING 
Tasmont con. Boviston Country Reoao 220 Beucvue Avenve 
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Water AGENT (entering at the psychological moment) : 
I must inform you that if you don’t pay your water bill 
at once, we shall turn it off. 





Grauaner 
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Obey that Wanderlust Impulse! 


“Don’T let any stay-at-home con- 
sideration prevent your getting a copy 


of the 





Travel Number 


Life 


the April sth issue 





The crew includes Robert C. Benchley, Rube 
Goldberg, Gluyas Williams, Donald Ogden 
Stewart, Robert E. Sherwood, F. G. Cooper, 


et a lot of als 





With a swell 4-page full-color insert! ! 





cAs a friend we urge you to use the 
coupon below and keep up with 
L i £e from now on. 








You can’t buy more hap- 
piness for so many persons 
for so little money. 


So Obey 


that Coupon om —_ 
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